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Guilty 


Author's Notes: 
This was just some little short one part thing | came up with while fighting with my own issues and trying to 
get out of this funk. Not my greatest work but not my worst either. Even so, | like how it turned out and | 


hope you will too. 


The breeze was light against his face and that's how he preferred it. He insisted on sitting outside where the 
sun could hit his face without blinding his sight. Phil didn't mind either way, Joe had particular tastes and Phil 
was used to those tastes. Joe took a sip of his coffee and a small chuckle escaped his lips as Phil went on 
about this and that. He would nod his head every so often but he wasn't particularly talkative today. It was for 


no particular reason really but he had his silent days as well, despite popular belief. 
"Ey Joe, you alright?" Phil asked. 


"Of course," Joe answered. 


He was fine, just peachy, but he did have a lot on his mind. Not only did he have to make sure the tour ran 
smoothly, but he had to keep his band in check. Scratch that! What he meant was he had to make sure nobody 
broke down. After, Rick's accident, he was guilt ridden but he had to make sure the band didn't lose hope. When 
Steve died, Phil nearly left the band and he had to convince him to stay. It was his job and even if it weren't, 
he'd do it anyway because they were his friends. He pushed for it so hard and he pushed them, maybe too 
much at times. 

"Joe?" Phil called, breaking him from his trance. 

‘Sorry mate, what was it you were sayin'?" Joe asked. 

"What's with you Joe? You've been distant all day," Phil replied with another question 

"Nothing, l'm just tired," Joe answered. 

"Are you sure?" Phil asked. 

"Possibly," Joe answered. 

"Possibly? What kind of answer is that?" Phil asked. 


"Whatever answer you want it to be love," Joe chuckled. 


"Stop that, now what is really on your mind?" Phil asked. Phil had this way to push for answers in the most 
likeable way. 


Joe furrowed his brows and contemplated on answering with some off the wall comment but opted out of that 


idea. "I really am just tired just very tired mate. Now what was it you were sayin'?" 

Phil was ready to fling his arms in the air when he noticed a smirk cross Joe's lips. It wasn't a real smile 
though, it was a worn down smile and his dimples didn't show. They all got wind of when Joe's dimpled displayed 
for the world to see, it was a genuine smile, whereas if they didn't, he was either faking it or ticked off. 

"Why do you do this?" Phil asked. 

"Do what?" Joe replied, innocently. 

Bloody hell! The man was being an arsehole without even trying, or maybe he knew exactly what he was doing. 


"Carry all the weight on your own, you bugger," Phil responded. "And play those games you play.” 


"| do what | ‘ave to do mate," Joe sighed. 


"You don't ‘ave to do anything." 


"Aw thank you darlin," Joe replied, cheekily. "I do though; | pushed for this and | ‘ave to keep everything in 


order. If | didn't push for it, Rick wouldn't be missin’ one arm and Steve would be alive. | have to mate." 

Phil took a deep breath before he replied. "Steve is laughing at you." 

"What?" Joe asked, confused. 

"You know he's laughing at you the way | am now love, none of that was your fault and even Rick tells you 

that to this day. As for Steve, he had a problem mate, we didn't know how bad it was and when we realized 
it.when | realized it, he was too far gone in his depression. He didn't want to be helped by the end of it love, 


you can't help someone who won't help themselves. As much as it really hurts me, he's free now. None of it 


was your fault" 
"| should of." 


"You should of nothing mate, nothing is your fault and we all signed up for this job. Now stop your rubbish 
guilt, you're Joe fuckin’ Elliott; for god's sake man," Phil said, smiling. 


Joe flashed him a smirk. "Cheeky Bastard" 

"Right you are, | am Phil ‘the cheeky bastard: Collen," Phil laughed. 
‘Im glad you stayed in the band mate," Joe chuckled. 

"And so am |," Phil said, before continuing the former conversation. 


Joe shook his head and listened to Phil ramble on once again. Oh how he enjoyed these moments when he had 


time, and he was sure Phil would make sure many more moments like these came. 


